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DN E T I I. 


I. 


fy N W Condolier, fe ben la notte imbruna, 


ke 


85 Nemo non poſa, e fende il mar ſpumante; 
Lieto cantando d un bel raggio di Luna: 
« Intanto Erminia infra le ombroſe piante.“ 

Ne perche roco ei ſiaſti, 0 dolce ei cante, 

Biaſino racquiſla, 0 ſpera lede alcuna; 

Canta cos} perch & de carmi amante,  . 

Non perche il ſordo mar cangi fortuna: 

Tal mi ſon io, che gia per lunzo errere 

So'co un vaſlo oceano; 0 veggio, 0 parmi 

Non lunge il porto, e canto inni d'amore: 

Non canto, no, fer glorioſo farmi; 

11a vo paſſando il mar, paſands Pore, 


E in vece degli altrui canto i miei carmi. 


S GN N rr 


IJ. The InTRoDUcCTION. 


HE Gondolier, though dark the ev'ning be, 


Se Plics at his oar, and cuts the foaming ſea : 


Chearfully ſinging to the Moon's faint light: 
« Now through the duſky grove Erminia bright.” 
And whether hoarſe, or clear, he chaunts his lays, 
He fears no blame, nor hopes for any praiſe; 
He ſings ſo late, becauſe he muſic loves, 
Not that the fickle ſea his ſtrain approves : 
80 I, who weary wand'ring to and fro, 
Plough a vaſt ocean, ſee, or think I do, 
The wiſh'd for haven nigh, ſing Hymns of Lore: 
I ſing not vainly to acquire Renown ; 
But through the various ſcenes of life I rove, 


And wanting other verſes, ſing my own. 


II. 


In quella eta, chio miſurar ſolea 


% 
Me col mio capro, e capro era maggiore, 
To amava Clori, che inſin da quell ore 
Maravigha, e non donna d me parea. 

Un di le diſi: io f amo; & Pdiſſe il core, * 


Poiche tanto la lingua non ſapea ; > 
Ed ella un bacio diemmi, e mi dicea: | 
Pargolerto, ah non ſar, che coſa z amore. 
Ella d altri s acceſe, altri di lei; * = 
Is poi giunſi all eta, ch uom s innamora, | 
PE eta degli infelici affanni miei: | 
Clori or mi ſprezza, io amo inſin allora: 
Non fi ricorda del mio amor coſtei; 
Io mi ricordo di quel bacio ancora. 


O Violetta 
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II. The Kiss 


When I, a boy, to manhood would attain, 
And with my kid contended bulk in vain, 

I fell in love with Cloris, who to me 
Appear'd not mortal, but a deity. 

One day I ſaid, I love you; but my heart 

Said ſo, my infant tongue had not the art ; 
Fondly ſhe ſmil'd, and giving me a kiſs, 

Said, Little boy, thee know'ſt not what love is. 
She fince is courted by an older Swain, 

And happier, not tormented by diſdain ; 

Whilſt I am taught a manly Love by years, 

The age from whence I date my endleſs cares. 
Cloris now ſcorns, and hears my ſighs no more ; 
My charmer I, though cruel, ſtill adore: 

The torments of my love, ſhe has forgot ; 


But I the pleaſure of her Kiſs have not. 
4 The 
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III. 


O Violetta bella, che ti ſtat 
Tra foglia, e foghia, infra la molle erbetta; 
E il ſuol d odori, el gere, empiendo vai, 
Vaga, gentil, vegzoſa violetta ; 
Su marge d un & bel rivo io ſo che fai; 
"OY egia Þ Alba, il Sol da te aſpetta; 
Ma non gia quel, che in Cielo il carro affretta, . 
Laltro mio Sel, che il Sol vince q aſſai. 
Deb, quando egli verra, torteſe fiore ; 
Digli 5 che tante ſtille, onde ſe pieno, 
Non ſon dell' Alba, ma del mio dolore. 
E ſe ſia, che ti colga, e ponga in ſeno, 
Scendi alla manca parte, e digh al Core, 


Tirſi aſpetta pietade, 6 morte almeno. 


Talora 


SONNET S. 


III. The VIoL Er. 


O beauteous Violet, that on thy bed 
Of moſly turf wouldſt hide thy filken head ; 
In vain, the air does thy perfumed way, 
Delicious Flower, with thy ſweets betray ; 
On the enamel'd bank of yonder Stream 
I know you wait your Sun's reviving Beam ; 
But not that Sun, which haſtes in Heav'n his car ; 
My Sun, that overcomes his brightneſs far: 
When ſhe walks by you, tell her, courteous Flow'r, 
The drops, which from your purple cup you pour, 
Are from my Tears, and not the morning Dew : 
And to bedeck her, ſhould ſhe gather you, 
Climb to the left fide of her ſnowy breaſt, 
And aſk her pity, or my death at leaſt. 
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IV. 


Talora i parlo @ un colle, à un rivo, d un fore, 


E aſpre del mio cor pene deſcrivo ; 
Ma non mi creda il colle, il ſiore, il rivo, 
Che per veg xo del canto io fingo amore. 

Talor m' aſcolta poi Ninfa, 6 Paſtore, 
Dir, cl! io non amo, e' bel dun volto ho a ſchivo, 
e e Paſtor, non mi fi creda; io vivo 

Pur troppo amante; ob ſe vedeſte il core 

Non amo, no, fe ben di Filli, 1 ole, 3 
Canto talor, ma pur le fiamme ho in ſens: | 
Chi mai pud non amar, quando Amor vuole? 

Amo, e non amo un gentil volta, e bello. 
Quel, ch io lodo non è quel, per cui pens ; 


Ma quel, ch io taccio, ab quel, ch io taccio, “ quello. 


Vago, 
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IV. In Love ary himſelf, 


I to the hills, the floods, the flow'rs complain, 
And tell the torments of my heart in vain : 

For neither hills, nor floods, nor flow'rs I moye, 
They think, my ſong ſo gay, I feign my Love. 
I tell the Nymphs and Shepherds, I deſpiſe 
The fire of Love, and laugh at Celia's eyes: 


They too believe me not, but Cupid's dart 

Too ſure has ſtabb'd me; could you ſee my Heart! 
Although I Phillis and Iolas name, 

I love not them, and yet my breaſt's in flame: 
Fated to be in Love, who can forbear ? 

I am in Love, and am not with the Fair : 

Not ſhe, whoſe praiſe T ſing, tormenteth me, 
But her I name not, her I durſt not name, is ſhe, 


B 2 Corio 


Vago, leggiadro, caro bambolino, 
La tua germana ov' e? più non la vede 
£ uſato fonte, e bel colle vicino; 
Dimmi : ove andò col gregge, e quando riede ? 
Se dir lo fat, vo darti un porporino 
Pomo, maggior di quel, che Albin ti diede : 
Dillo, e ti ſerbo un bel verde Augellino, 
Cui lega un lungo ſilo il manco piede. 
Ju taci? O ingrato pur, quant ella & ingrata; 
Narrar nen ti vo pit, miſte co bact, 
Le dolci fole della bella Fata. 
Ma tu chiami la Madre (ob miei Fallaci 
Votli?) la madre che è gia meco rata! 


Prenditi il pomo, ſemplicetto, e taci. 


Zornami 
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13 


v. Cvurip the Traitor. 


Beautiful little urchin, pretty Dear, 

Where is your lovely Siſter? Tell me where. 

The neighbouring hill, and Spring her Abſence mourn; 
Where feeds her Flock? and when will ſhe return? 

If you will tell, an Apple you ſhall have, 

Redder and bigger, than that Albin gave: 

Tell me, and you ſhall have this Nightingale, 

Tied with a ſtring, for you to play withal. 


Vou will not ſpeak ? like her ungrateful are! 


Mixt with my Kiſſes, you no more ſhall hear 
The pretty ſtories of the Sorcereſs : 


You call your Mother; (Oh I'm in diſtreſs !) 


1 dread her well-known anger, ſhould ſhe come 


Here, take the apple, Varlet, and be dumb. 


The 
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* 
Tornami d mente quella triſta e nera 
Notte, quando part? dal ſuol natio, 
E laſciai Clori, e pianger la vid io, 
Non mai pitt bella, e non mai meno altera. 
O quante volte: addio, dicemmo: addio 1 
E il pie', ſenza partir, reſtò dov' era. 
Quante volte partimmo, e alla primiera 
Orma tornaro il pie di Clori, e il mio! 
Era gia preſſo a diſcoprirne il Sole, 
Quando le diff al fin : ma che le diſſi, 
Se il pianto confondeva le parole? 
Part}, che cieca ſorte, e deſtin cieco 
Volle cos; ma come, ahi, mi partiſſi 


Dir non ſaprei : ſo, che non ſon piu ſeco, 


" PO 


. 
4 


S M. N. 2 1 


VI. The PARTING. 


Still to my mind returns that dreadful night, 

When from my native ſoil I took my Flight, 

And left my Cloris, and her tears obſerv'd, 

Never more beautiful, nor ever leſs reſerv'd, 

How many times Adieu, Adieu, we faid ? 

Our Feet reluctant, without motion ſtaid. 

How oft did we attempt to go? in vain! 

For, ſhudd'ring at the thought, we turn'd again. 

The haſty Sun the hated day brought on, 

When both affrighted, ſaid, We muſt be gone: 

How ſaid ſo? Groans our utterance reſtrain'd, 

Our ſeparation was by Fate ordain d. 

Alas! I left her, but I know not how ! 

Too well I know, I am not with her now. 
The- 
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VII. 


Preſſo e il d, che, tangiato il deſtin rio, 
Rivedrò i viſo, che fa invidia d i fiari, 
Nivearò que begli occhi, e in que ſplendori 
L' alma mia, che di 12 mai non partio. 

Grunger gia parmi, e dirle: O fida Clori; 
Odo il riſponder dolce: O Tit ſi mio. 
Nileggendoci in fronte i moftri ameri, 

Che bel pianto faremo, e Clori, ed io! 

Ella dird: Dov' e quel grupo adorno 
De miei erin, cbal partire io ti donai? 

Ed io: Miravo, O bella, al braccio intorno. 

Diremo, io le mie pene, ella i ſuoi guai. 

Vieni ad udirci, Amor, vieni in quel giorno: 
Qualche nuovo ſoſpiro imparerai. 
Due 


VII. The Mzrrins. 


My cruel fate is chang'd, I ſoon ſhall view 
That Face, the flowers enyy for its hue : 

Again ſhall ſee thoſe eyes, in whoſe bright ray 
My ſoul is fix'd, and never more ſhall ſtray, 
Embracing her, I ſay, My faithful Fair ! 

I hear her ſweetly anſwer, O my Dear! 

Whilſt in each other's eyes our Loves we read, 
And fighs and ſmiles alternately ſuccecd, 

She'll ſay, Where is that Bracelet of my hair, 
Which you at parting promis'd me, you'd wear ? 
See here, my Love, around my arm the Chain, 
We of the pangs of abſence ſhall complain, 
Come in that day, and hear us, Love, ſuch nabe 


You'll learn, quite new to all your other Votaries. 


C | Paris 


VIII. 


Due Ninfe emule at volte, e alla favella 
Muovon del pari il pie, muovano il canto : 
Jagle con, che I'una alt altra à cante 
Roſa con rojd par, flella con flella. 

Non ſai ſe quella d queſta, 0 queſta 2 quella 
Toglia, d non toglia di beltade il vanto. 
E puoi ben dir: null altra 8 bella tanto; 
Ma non puoi dir di hr : Queſta e pyi bella. 

Se innangi al paſtorello in Ida affiſo 
Simil coppia gi _ ; Vener non fora 


La vincitrice al paragon del wiſe. 


Ma qual di queſte avrebbe vinto allora? 
O Parige quel pomo avria diviſa; 
O la gran lite penderebbe ancora. 


4 Un 
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VIII. Paris puzzled. 


Two Nymphs in ſpeech and beauty juſt a Pair, 
They danc'd alike, and ſung with equal air 
| $o beautiful, chat one, the other near, 
Did roſe with roſe, and ſtar with ſtar, appear, 
Which from the other it is hard to ſay, 
Can bear, or cannot, Beauty's Palm away. 
Well might one ſay, nothing fo charming is 
As either, but not this more fair than this. 
If ſuch a pair by Paris had been ſeen, 
Seated on Ida's top ; the Cyprian Queen 
Compar'd with them, would have been far outdone; 
But of theſe two which would the Prize have won ? 
Paris, the fruit divided muſt have been, 
Or elſe the grand diſpute would ſtill remain, 
C23 The 
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IX. 


Un ceſtellin di paglie un di teſſea 
Tirfi, cantando appie d'un verde alloro; 
Dentro vi chiuſe un bacio; e poi dicea: 
| - Vanne in dono d colei, per cui mi moro, 
Pracque ! opra ad Amor. Dentro al lavoro 
Vezzi alla madre tolti anch' ei cbiudea; 
E in un le punte di quei dardi d oro, 
| Che ſcelti fol per le bell alme avea. 
Quando Paprt la ſemplice nigrella, 
I bacio del Paſtor corſe non tardo 
A prender loco in si la fonte Bella. 
Ogni vez20 ſi ſparſe al viſe, ond ardo: 
Verſo il ciglio volaron le quadrella; 


E ſon quelle, ch” ognor vibra col guardo. 
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Cento 
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IX, The Fatal PRAESENr. 


Thirſis a ſtrawy baſket wove one day, 

Whilſt ſinging in the laurel's ſhade he lay; 

Then, ſhutting in a Kiſs, ſaid, quickly fly 

A preſent to the Nymph, for whom I die. 

His labour Love approv'd, and he unſeen 

Stole, from his mother, charms to place therein ; 
And ty'd a bundle of thoſe golden darts, 

Whoſe points were choſen for the nobleſt Hearts, 
Soon as the harmleſs Nymph opens the Gift, 

The Shepherd's Kiſs came forth with motion ſwift, 
Eager upon her lovely cheek to fall : 

Each charm ſpreads o'er her Face, and burns us all: 
Round her bright eyes the cluſt ring ſquadron flew, 
Now ſettled kill, where'er ſhe turns her view, 


The 
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X. 


Cento veꝛ xoſi pargoletti Amori 
- Stavano un di ſcherzando in riſo e in gioco. 
Un di lor comincid: oͤl volt un poco. 
Dove? un riſpoſe ; ed egli: In valto 2 Clori. 
Die; e volaron tutti al mio bel foco, 
Qual nuvol d api al pit gentil de' fiori: 
Chil crin, chil labbro tumi detto in fuori, 
E chi queſto fs preſe, e chi quel loco. 
Bel vedere il mio ben d Amori pieno ! 
Dui con le faci eran negli occhi, e dui 
Sedean con ] arco in WI ciglio ſereno. 
Era tra queſti un Amorino, d cui 
Mancò la gola, & | labbro, e cadde in ſeno: 
E diſſe agli altri: Chi d meglio di nui? 


Aras 


SON N R YT s. 


X. The Lucky FAL I. 


A hundred charming little Loves one day 

Were ſporting with each other full of play. 

Let's fly, ſaid one; ſaid th' other, To what place? 
He anſwer d ſoon, To Clora's lovely face. 

No ſooner ſaid, but to my Love they flew, 

As ſwarming bees to gaudy flowers do: 

Theſe ſeiz'd her hair, and theſe her pouting lip, 
Some to one place, ſome to another {ki p: 

Two in her eyes their lighted torches kept, 

Two with their bows upon her eyebrows leapt, 
Pretty to ſee my Dear with Loves replete! 

A little Love there was, puſh'd from his ſeat, 
Miſſing her lip and neck, ſlid down her breaſt z - 
Then cry'd to th others, Whoſe place now is beſt ? 
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AI. 


Ardo per Filli: Ella non ſa, non ode 
T miet foſpiri ; io pur Þ amo coſtante: 
Che in lei pietà non curo ; amo le ſante 
Luci, e non cerco amor, ma gloria, e lode. 
E Þ amo ancor che . ſuo deſtin  annode 
Con ſacro laccio a piu felice amante : 
Che 'l men di ſua bellezza + i bel ſembiante, 
Ed io non amo in lei quel ch} altri gode. 
E I amerd quando Þ eta men verde 
Fia, che al ſeno, ed al volto i flor le toglia : 
C amo quel bello in lei, che mai non perde. 
E I amerò quand anche orrido avello 
Chiudera in ſen Þ informe arida ſpoglia: 


Che allor quel, cl amo In lei, ſard piu belle. 


Dalla 
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XI. The PrAroNtc. 


I burn for Phillis, though ſhe does not hear, 

Nor know my ſighs ; yet I her fetters wear: 

The light, that animates her heay'nly frame, 

I love, nor pity ſeek, but glory, fame. 

I love, though fate the ſacred knot has tied, 

And made her a more happy Lover's bride : 

Her beauty, of her charms the ſmalleſt part, 

Inflames not me, though ey'ry other heart: 

And I will love her, when old age ſhall take 

The roſe and lilly from her breaſt and cheek : 

That which I love of her, no change can have; 

And I ſhall love it, when the horrid grave 

Her wither'd carcaſs ſhuts in endleſs night : 

Then my Loye's obje& will ſhine forth more bright. 
D The 
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Dalla pm pura, e pit leggiadra fella, 
Cb empiea tutti di luce i regni ſui, 
Ne ſcelſe Iddio la pin bel alma e quella 
Mandò quaggiuſo ad abitar tra nui. 
Ma poi crebbe 5} vaga, e tanto bella. 


ch ei diſſe: Ab, non e piit degna di vui. 


E la tolſe q profani, e in ſacra cella 
Per ſe la chiuſe ; e coſa era da lui. 
Vago il mirarla, a che fra velo, e velo 
Tramanda un lume da begli occhi ſuore, 
Come di Sol, tra nube, e nube in Cielo. 


| Fora cieco ogni ſguardo, arſo ogni core 


Al raggio, al lampo, alle favilk, al telo, 
Se in parte non copria tanto ſplendore. 
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XII. The Noun. 


| From the moſt pure and moſt refulgent ſtar, 

. Whoſe light does through the heav'nly regions glare, 
The Pow'r ſupreme the brighteſt Soul call'd forth, 
Ordaining it to dwell with us on earth. 


So lovely then, and fo divine it grew, 

He ſaid, Vile world, it is too good for you. 

Then in his Cabinet, from the Profane, 

| Selected it, a Treaſure to remain. 

Now, charm'd! does through the many veils deſcry - 
The ſparkling Beams ſhoot from her radiant eye; 

As through the clouds his flame the Sun does dart-: 


| Blind had been ſtruck each eye, burnt ev'ry heart, 
| By her unerring Ray, her blazing Light, 


But Heav'n in pity hid em from our ſight, 
D2 Cupid's 


28 S ON ARI 1 I 


XIII. 


Al tribunal d Amore un di n' andai, | 
E difſi: O ſommo giudice de cori, | 
To pianh, e piango ognor, che I empia Clori 


Mio cor ſi tolſe, e nol mi reſe mai. 


Riſpoſe Þ Averſaria : To tel rubai? | 
Tu mel donaſti. Or qual s' udio ne Fort 7 


Legge d antichi, 6 di novelli amori, © 


Che renda io quel, che tu donato n hai ? 

E quando, ſeggiun, io, Þ alma donata 

| 7 aveſſi ancor, giuſi'?, che fi ritoglia 
Un & gran dono d chi fi reſe ingrata. 

Allora Amor, che in un giudica, e regna : 


Coftei tiene il tuo cor? Tu ſempre in doglia? 
Ciaſcuno in ſuo poſſeſſo fi mantegna, 


T; al 
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XIII. Cupid's Ax BIT RATIO. 


At Love's Tribunal I one day appear'd, 

And ſaid, O Judge of hearts, by all rever'd, 
Each hour I ſigh to Clora, but in vain, 

My ſtolen heart ſhe'll not reſtore again. 

My adverſary ſaid, Falſe is your plea : 

You ſay, I robb'd you: Why? you gave it me. 
Say, by what law of Love it &'er was known, 


I ſhould reſtore what is, by gift, my own, 


Suppoling, I reply'd, I gave away 


My ſoul, yet ſurely, ſuch a preſent may, 
From one ungrateful, juſtly taken be. 
Said Love, our Judge and King, I thus decree : 


She has your heart? you are in conſtant pain? 


Both in poſſeſſion, as you are, remain. 


Too 
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XIV. 


Tal mi fe piaga un gar xon fiero e rio, 

Ch eſſer gia credo, e ſon di vita ſpento: 
Ne ſtupiſco eſſer morto, ma che il mio 
Core pria non mor nel ſuo tormento. 

Odo gid per la ſelva alto lamento, 

E pianger Ninfe, e dir: Tirfi morio : 
Ma s io mort, come la doglia or ſents; 
Tra chi mi piange, e come piange anch ib? 

Ab, forſe non piangb io, ma per le ſinorte 
Guance 2 il cadaver mio, che ſtille amare 
Verſa, per I uſo antico di ſua ſorte ; 

E io pur peno ancor, queſto e il penare, 
C' ban dato i fati d me dopo la morte, 


 Poiche'n vita fui reo di troppo amare. 
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XIV. Too much Lovz a CRIME. 


With ſuch a wound the Boy my heart has riv d, 
I ſeem, and ſurely am, of life depriy'd : 

At death I wonder not, but how my heart 
Held out fo long amidſt ſuch raging ſmart, 


With broken groans I hear the foreſt tore, 

And weeping Nymphs ſay, Thirſis is no more. 
But if I'm dead, how can I feel the pain? 

For which I grieve, and even now complain ? 
Perhaps I weep not, but the drops, which ooze 
From my pale cheeks, my carcaſe does diffuſe, 


As in my life-time it has done before ; 
If I grieve really, my griet's no more, 
Than what, ſince my deceaſe, the Fates have ſent, 


For too much Love in life, a puniſhment, 
Beauty 


Quando per girne al Ciel, di marte d. ſcberno, 
Riſorgerem da 1:cupi avelli, e meſti, 
Chi pill bei pregi ebbe vivendo, in. queſti 
Prevalerd nel regno alto, e ſuperno. 

Donna, che in queſto baſſo, e mortal verno 
Fror di tanta beltade in volto aveſii, 
Quanta n' avrai $4 ne giardin celeſti, 
Sparſa de'rai del ſommo Sole eterno ! 

Ed io, che amai gid tanto in doglia, en foco, 
Quanto amerd, ld, dove fuor d affanno 

Ogni ben ꝙ ama in un ſol bene accolto ! 

Non puote invidia in Cielo aver piu loco: 

Ma ſe'] poteſſe ; i piu bei ſpirti avranno 


Invidia, a me del core, a te del volta. 
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XV. BRAury and Cos TAN Cv. 


When we to Heaven mounting, death deſpiſe, 
And from our deep and mournful tomb ſhall riſe, 
The gifts of nature, on us here beſtow'd, 
Shall ſhine forth perfect in the bleſt abode. 
Bright Nymph, who in this mortal winter here 
The flow'r of ſo much blooming Beauty wear; 
In the celeſtial gardens what will you diſplay, 
Warm'd by th' exalted Sun's eternal Ray ? 
And I, who fo have lov'd, 'midſt fire and pain, 
How ſhall I love, where free from cold diſdain, 
Happy each one en the wiſh d- for good? 
Envy can't dwell in Heav'n: but if it could; 
In the bleſt ſouls, we ſhould that Paſtion rai(c; 
I by my conſtant heart, you by your lovely face. 
R a 


34 80 1 HL 


XVI. 


O Pellegrin, che in queſta ſelva il piede 
Volgendo vai, ſappi, che qu vivea 
Jlluſine Donua eccelſa, angi fur Dea, 
Poiche Donna ſimile il Sol non vede. 

Die!la il gran Giove d noi, perche d noi feds 
Feſſe di quanta os ar Giove ſapea; 

Pei la rapt; che forſe ei non avea 
Tanto ſervato al Ciel, quanto d na diede. 

Queſta e colei, che fe I alto de ſuoi 
Regni riſiuto, e doppi ebbe trofei, 

De gi ingegni Reina, e degli Eroi. 

Cerchi ] auguſ.o nome di coſtei? 

Chiedilo all opre, ſe ſaper tu'] vuoi: 
Che tal non ebbe il mondo altra, che lei, * 
Poiche 


The learned reader will excuſe my inſerting this fragment of Milton's, 
which I am not conſcious of ever ſeeing in print. It accompanied a medal 
of Cromwell, preſented by him to that Queen. What a pity ſuch a man 
{hould have had fo glorious a pen at his command! | 


Bellipotens Virgo, ſeptem Regina trionum, 
Chriflina, Arctei lucida flella polt, 
Cernis, 
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XVI. The Queen of Swz px 's Epitaph, 


O Stranger, who thy wand'ring ſteps doſt guide 
Along this ſilent foreſt, know, here died 
A famous Lady, ſure a Deity |! 
For the Sun ſuch a woman ne'er did ſee, 
Jove gave her to us, that it might be ſhown, 
The wondrous work his mighty hand had done; 
Snatch'd her again, perhaps he might not have 
Reſerv d in Heav'n the like of what he gave. 
This is great She, who the vain charms forbore 
Of Empire ; and thus double Trophies wore, 
The Queen of Wiſdom and the Queen of Fame, 
Would you ſearch after her illuſtrious Name? 
Aſk it of her exploits; you there will know: 
For the whole world their equal cannot ſhow, 
E 2 + WW 
Cernis, quas merui durd 2 caſſide rugas, | 
Quægue ſenex, armis impiger, ora tero z 
Invia fatorum dum per veſtigia nitor, 
Exequor et populi fortia juſſa manu ; 
Aft tibi ſubmittit frontem reverentior umbra : 
Non ſunt hi vultus regibus uſque truces. 
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Poic he del] empio Trace alle rapine 
Tolſe il Sarmata Eroe, ] Auſtria, e Þ Impero , 
E piu ficuro, e piu temuto al fine 

Keſe d Ceſare il ſoglio, il ſoglio d Piero; 

Vieni d' alloro 2 coronarti il crine, 

Diceva il Tebro all immortal Guerriero : 
Aſpettan le famofe onde Latine 
L' ultimo onor da un tuo trionfo altero. 

No, diſſe il Ciel, tu c hai ſconfitta, e doma 

L Ala, O gran Re, ne maggior faſti ſui, 
Vieni d cinger di flelle in Ciel la chioma. 

L' Eroe, che non potea partirſt in dui, 

Preſe la via del Cielo; e alla gran Roma 
Mando la ſpoſa d trimfar per Lui. 
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XVII. The King and Queen of PoLAN p. 


Since the brave Hero from the Thracian yoke, 
Sarmatia, Auſtria, and the Empire took; 
More ſafe, and fear'd, remain'd for time to come, 
The Throne of Ceſar, and the Chair of Rome. 
The Tiber ſaid, Immortal warrior, wear 
This crown of Laurel wreath'd about your hair: 
The famous Roman River does attend 
Your conqueſt's mighty Honours here ſhould end : 
But Fate faid, No, by you reduced lies 
Aſia, Great King, amidſt your victories, 
Come into Heav'n, and crown with ſtars your brow. 
The Hero could not part himſelf in two; 
To Heaven took his flight; and in his room 
Sent his bright Spouſe to triumph over Rome. 

3 The 
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Chi e coſtui, che in & gran pretra ſcolty © 


Siede gigante, e le piu illuſtri, e conte . 
Opre dell arte avanxa, e ha vive, e pronte - 
Le labbra St, che le parole aſcolto ? 
Queſti e Messe: ben mel diceva il folto 
Onor del mento, el deppio raggio in fronte; 
Queſti e Mes, quando ſcendea dal monte, 
E gran parte del nume avea nel volto. 
Tat era other, che le FEI „e vaſte 


Acque ei ſoſpeſe, a ſe d intorno; e tale 


Quando il mar chiuſe, e ne fe tomba altrui. 


E voi, ſue Turbe, un rio vitello alzaſte ! 
Alzata aveſte imago d queſta eguale, 


CE era men fallo Þ adorar coſtui, 


SON N EVS. 


XVIII. The Mos xs of Mich. Angelo. 


Who have we here, carv'd in this rock of ſtone, 
That ſits a Giant, and has far outdone 

The moſt ſam'd work of Art? his Lips appear 
Alive and ready: Sure his words T hear! 

This Moſes is, as plainly does diſplay 

His bearded chin, and forehead's double ray: 
This Moſes is, when he went up the Hill, 

And Heav'nly glory did his viſage fild: 

Such was he, when the Rock with pleaſing found 
Caſt ſorth its guſhing waters all around : 

Such, when he ſhut the fea, his foes to drown! 
You ſimple croud, who to a Calf knelt down ! 
An Image, that could vie with this, might be 
Some ſmall excuſe for your. Idolatry, 


Jopirn. 
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XIX. 


Al fin col teſchio d atro ſangue intriſo 
 Tornd la gran Giuditta ; e ognun dicea : 
Viva Þ erce : nulla di donna avea 
Fuorche 'l teſſuto inganno, e I vago viſo, 
Corſer le verginelle al lieto avviſo; | 
Chi / pie, chi i manto di baciar godea : 
La deſira no, ch' ognun di lei temea 
Per la memoria di quel moſtro EPI 
Cento Profeti alla gran Donna intorno, 
Andra, dicean, chiara di te memoria, 
Fin che Sol porti, e counque porti il giorno, 
Forte ella fit nell' immortal vittoria; 
Na fu piu forte allor, che e ritorno; 


Stavaſi tutta umile in tanta gloria. 


Sotto 
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XIX. ] UDITU. 


Now, with the Head black'd o'er with clotted blood, 
Return'd great Judith; the aſtoniſh'd croud, 
Long live the Hero, cry'd : Nothing had ſhe 
Of woman, but her dreſs and modeſty. 

The virgins run at the ſurprizing Tale ; 

Some ſtrive her feet to kiſs, and ſome her veil : 
Her right hand none ; for ev'ry one afraid 

The dreadful monſter's murderer ſurvey'd. 

An hundred prophets, round the Godlike dame, 
Went finging, Known ſhall be thy laſting fame, 
While the ſun ſhines, or where he carries day: 
Bravely ſhe bore th' immortal Palm away; 
But braver now, than in her victory ; 

Amidſt this pomp, was all Humility. 


F PEGASUS. 
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XX. 


Sotto mi cadde quel deſirier feroce, 
Che fer dirupi, ahi, mi guid nel corſo : 
Miſero ! ne d me giova, e @ lui non nuoce 
Scucter la deflra, or ch egli ha infranto il morſo: 
Ei giace, e morde il fuob ; io nell atroce 
Periglio piango, tal che d tigre, ad orſa 
Faret pietate; e bingo alto una voce, 
Che il Ciel percuota, e vorrei pur ſoccorſo. 
Ma ſe t invoco, or che giacendo io manco, 
Non mi ſoccorrer, nd : chiudi la porta, 
Gran Dio, de] Cielo a miei ſaſpir pur anco. 
Che, ſe riſorgo, io non ho fren, ne ſcorta 3 
E ſenza il freno, e con gli ſproni al fianco, 


Signor, chi sd, dove il deſtrier mi porta? 


HI FINE 
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XX. PrGaAsUs. 


Under me falls, alas! my foaming horſe! 


Who over rocks and mountains bends his courſe : 


It hurts not him, nor helpeth me a whit, 


Pulling the rein, for he has broke his Bit. 


He lies, and bites the ground; I, midſt the * 

Of ſo much danger, groan; twould move a bear, 

Or tiger: and my voice ] lift up high, 

Expecting pity, to the vaulted iky. 

But, though I thus invoke you in my need, 

Do you refuſe Aſſiſtance, and with ſpeed 

Shut up Heav'n's Gates, Great Jove, againſt my ſighs: 
For, now my Bit is broke, if I ſhould riſe, 

My ſpurs, without a bridle, at his fide; 

Lord, who knows where my Palfrey me will guide ? 


The E N D. 


